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CCLXIII.    To GUSTAVE FLAUBERT, AT CEOISSET

Nohant, 3d October, 1873

The existence of Cruchard is a beautiful poem, so much in
keeping, that I don't know if it is a fictitious biography or the
copy for a real article done in good faith. I had to laugh a
bit after the departure of all the Viardots (except Viardot)
and the big Muscovite, who was charming although very much
indisposed from time to time. He left very well and very
gay, but regretting not to have been to see you. The truth
is that he was ill just then. He has had a disordered stomach,
like me, for some time. I get well by being moderate, and he
does not! I excuse him; after these crises one is famished, and
if it is because of an empty stomach that one has to fill up, he
must be terribly famished. What a kind, excellent and worthy
man! And what modest talent I Everyone adores him here
and I give them the example. We adore you too, Cruchard
of my heart. But you love your work better than your friends,
and in that you are inferior to the real Cruchard, who at least
adored our holy religion.

By the way, I think that we shall have Henry V. They
tell me that I am seeing the dark side of things; I don't see
anything, but I perceive the odor of sacristies that increases.
If that should not last a long time, I should like our clerical
bourgeois to undergo the scorn of those whose lands they have
bought and whose titles they have taken. It would be a good
thing.

What lovely weather in our country! I still go every day
to dip into the cold rmsh of my little river and I feel better.
I hope to resume tomorrow my work that has been absolutely
abandoned for six months. Ordinarily, I take shorter holidays;
but the flowering of the meadow saffron always warns me that
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